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We are all of one piece, created from yesterday and
to-morrow. Thus, it is but wryly that I can grin at the
desperate efforts I made to get the Arab Centre started;
for my hopes and eagerness and disappointment have
become part of me; and no man enjoys laughing at
himself.

I spent a week in Damascus working out draft notes
for the Centre, which I sent to Colonel Elphinston. He
approved the plan, attached it to my previous memo,
and sent the folder to Brigadier Clayton, the head of
the Middle East Intelligence Centre in Cairo.

I waited in suspense. Sometimes I was afraid I
would not get fit in time to take an active part in my
own plan; for, of course, my personal motive in urging
the need for irregular Arab detachments was to lead one
myself.

A few mornings later the Colonel summoned me.
As I saluted I saw from his smile that he had good news
for me.

"You're to fly to Cairo immediately and report to
Brigadier Clayton/'

My heart sang with happiness as the plane rose into
the limpid sky. I got a lift in a lorry from Heliopolis
into town, and I just had time to report to M.E.I.C.
before the office shut at eight-thirty. I then triumphantly
took a taxi back to my hotel through the streets of
Cairo which seemed hot and dusty after the cold clean
air of Damascus.

The next morning I knew from certain unmistakable
signs that I had jaundice.